
A A If 1Mr A.

; "
T. A. PLANTS, Editor. - "Independent in AU Things- - Neutral in Nothing." a. e. Mclaughlin,) Publishers;

VOLUME III. POMEROY, MEIGS COUNTY, OHIO, TUESDAY, JUKE 19, 1860. ,
NUMBER 24

go ctrg. hay-makin- g;

As the season for making hay is ap-- .
HOW THE BITER WAS BITTEN.
"Burleigh," the racy correspondent

DEMOCRATIC REPOSE.
Occasionally we hear of a man who is

weary of theological questionings and
discussions, who passes through all the
phases ofthe Protestant faith, and finally
knocks at the door of the Roman Cath-
olic Church, and enters in the hope of
finding there that peace and quiet which
he sought in vain elsewhere. During
the last few years many a man, who has
long been opposed to the Democratic
party, but who was disturbed and af-

frighted at the clamor which was raised

THE CATTLE DISEASE IN MASSA-
CHUSETTS.

We referred sometime since to a con-
tagious disease prevailing among cattle
in the townships of Brookfield, Brain-tre- e,

and adjacent towns in Massachu-
setts, which disease was supposed to
hare been imported with some cattle
brought from Holland. This disease has
spread until many valuable herds have
been destroyed and until an unprece-
dented excitement has been created.
The Legislature took the matter up, ap-
pointed commissioners to take such meas-
ures as were deemed efficient to extirpate
the disease, and appropriated 10,000.

The Springfield Republican of the 5th
says:

At present the disease is confined to
a territory about 12 miles square, a ter-
ritory abounding in cattle, and from
which at this time last year, from one
to two car loads of butter and cheese per
week were forwarded to Boston. Now

lying cold against my neck, threatened
to pierce it every instant, I began to
pray. God himself, I believe taught me
what to say that night; for paralyzed with
horror, I could not of my own will have
uttered the words that unchained the
maniac's ear, from one long moment to
another, till the hand that held my head
bent down released its hold, and his
deep, regular breathing told me he was
asleep. .

Softly I rose to my feet, took my key
from his loosened grasp, the knife from
his hand, and stole from the room. It
took but a little while to rouse the inn-
keeper and apprise the old gentleman of
the whereabouts of his grandson. The
lunatic was secured, and the next morn-
ing, at the first glance at myself in the
glass as I went to comb my hair, I fainted
away. Fright had been my hair-dress- er

during that terrible night, and powdered
niy black hair till it was snow white for
'evermore.

I am a firm believer in special Provi-
dence, in the eflicacy of prayer, in sal-

vation by faith."
There was a long pause after Madam

Mercer ceased speaking, then some one
said, "Did you not grieve over the loss
of your beautiful hair." No, after the
first shock I thought little of it. It
seemed, too, to make no difference with
Mr. Mercer, and when I reached Maho-
pac my father's eyes were closed upon
this worfa for all time, so he never knew
it. I am old enough now to be gray,
and to tell the truth," I am proud of my
white curls. It grieved Marie more
than any one, but I told her we could
always be easily distinguished now that
I was well pleased with my hair, though
I had a horrible hairdresser. .

having gone to attend a sick child the
moaning wind and pelting rain, all sent
such a spirit of desolation over me, that it
was the greatest effort that enabled me
to keep from crying bitterly-- . I could
not bear to leave the old man who had
accompanied me he seemed, in some
sort, a protector, and I sat talking to
him as late as I could think of anything
to talk about; Then I took my sputter-
ing tallow candle, and following mine
host up a winding stairs', through seve-

ral dreary passages to a cheerless-lookin- g

room, which I was sure must be the
wing of the house. There was no car-

pet on the floor, only one chair in the
room, a small stand and the bed.

"The rest of the house is all torn up,
or we wouldn't put you away off here,"
said my guide, "we'd just begun the fall
cleaning when this long lain came on
and put a stop to it. However you're
as safe here as can be, and I hope you'll
sleep well."

He went away, and with him went my
last spark of courage. I trembled with
fear, but I locked my door, put the
stand and table against it, looked under
the bed and out of the window, which
had no fastening but a small wood but-
ton, placed over the lower sash.

This window opened upon a shed,
which, in the darkness, seemed too high
to be reached from the ground; and I
resolved to believe that it was, I drew
the curtain, placed my candle at the foot
of the bed, hoping it would burn forJ;he
rest of the night then threw myself
down without undressing, and fell asleep.

Something awakened me. What it
was I could not tell, but it seemed like
a cold breath upon my face. I turned
my gaze at once toward the window. It
was closed, but the bottom of the cur-

tain was outside, and the sash shut down
upon it. I knew it had been opened.
With the wild, terrified leap my heart
gave at this discovery, I saw wet foot-
prints on the bare floor a man's foot-

prints leading from the window to my
bedside, then passing on toward the
head of my couch. Listening, I heard
some one breathing in the room, and
summoning all my courage, I raised my
head and looked around. Quietly seated
in the only chair the room contained,
and which I had so carefully braced
against the door, sat Guy DeWitt a
large knife unsheathed and lying on his
knee, while in his hand he held the key
of my room!

"It is useless to scream," he said, ad-

vancing toward me, looking' as sane as
ever, save a wildness in the eyes; "no
one could hear you, and, besides, I would
have plenty of time to silence you for-

ever before help could reach you," even
if you could be heard.

He rose, and approached me.
"You have refused to be my wife,

Marie," he said, "and I have made a vow
thatyoushall belongtono one else. The
fates aid me. They put me on the same
road with you in the same stage with
you; they threw this knife in my way,
and told me to kill you. I shall do it,
Marie I shall do it, but not just now."
He drew my head suddenly Jjack, and
laid the cold steel flatways against my
throat.

"Cooling to the blood, isn't it?" he

in those days was carried by a man on
horseback, who distributed his few let-
ters and papers at the doors of those to
whom they were addressed, or placed
them in little wooden boxes put up on
posts at the meeting of cross-roads- .-

Father, we knew, would send us a letter
by this post. He had been gone a week;
a friend living in the neighborhood of
Lake Mahopac, not then the fashionable
resort of the present day, hiving induced
him to go and try the air of his quiet
mountain home.

When we read the letter which the
dripping postman had sent in by Lois,
we were greatly troubled. It was writ-
ten not by father himself, but by his
friend. It stated that father had not
been benefitted by his change of air and
was sinking rapidly. Unable to return
home himself, one or both of us must
come at once to him; the critical state of
his health admitted no delay on our part.
He advised us, however, by no means to
undertake the jaunt alone, but to pro-
vide ourselves with a proper escort.

We decided to send at once and take
our places in stage, but
upon communicating our news to Lois,
she fell to weeping and groaning, and
passed into such a state of nervous ex-

citement that it befcame imperative for
one of us to remain with her. This, it
was decided, should be Marie.

I had never traveled alone, but this
time there was no alternative. The road
between Mahopac and Fishkill was then
but little traveled, and at this season of
the year was almost impassable. In fact,
it was a rare thing for a stage to be run
there, there being no regular line estab-
lished upon that route. It was only
when passengers enough arrived at
Poughkeepsie who wished to go on to
Mahopac, that there was any inducement
to put on an "extra." So it was an "ex-
tra, with yellow body and block wheels,
that drew up at our door next morning,
and kissing Marie as I shook the hand
of Lois, I went out to take my place.

A man sat on the box with the driver,
and as I approached, looked down at me
very earnestly; but he was muffled to
the very eyes, so that I did not believe
him to be any of my acquaintances. I
was engaged to Mr. Mercer'at this time,
and our marriage was only being de-

ferred in hopes of father's restoration to
health. I wrote to him before leaving,
telling him of my proposed jaunt, and
that I would be glad, if possible, to have
him come up from New York and meet
me at Mahopac.

I think it was the wildest day I ever
saw on' which I left home ; the wind
blew boisterously, and the only inter-
ruption to the continued rain was now
and then a snow squall, so blinding and
benumbing, that the driver was obliged
to stop when it occurred, turn the car-
riage .partially arouud so as not to face
the gust, a'hd wait until it passed. There
was but one person inside the sta"ge be-

side myself, an old gentleman, who,
though hale and hearty, looked as
though he had seen his three score .years
and ten.

He told me, as we ploughed our way
through the miry road, over slippery
mountains and valleys overflowed, that;
he was in search of a lunatic grand-
son, whom he had been most devotedly
attached to since the young man's 'boy-
hood. He had become, of late, from
causes known only to the family, hope

proaching, we will give a few words . of
caution in advance. Don't dry your Kau
too much. Hay may be dried till it ia as
worthless as straw. As a good coffee
maker would say, J'Don't burn your cof-
fee, but brown itj" so. we say, don't dry
your hay, but cure it. Our gtiod1 did
mothers, who relied upon herb tea in-- ,

steal of" 'pothecary
.

medicine," gathered.il. - 1 i. i r ti iLiieir uerDs wnen in Djossom, ana cured
them in the shade. This is the philos-
ophy of making good hay. Cut in the
blossom, and cure in the shade. The
sugar of the plant, when, it is, in bloom;
is in the atalk ready to from the seeds.
if the plant is cut earlier the sugar is not
there; if later, the sugar has become edn- -
verfed to woody jitter.

liay should be well wilted m the sum
but cured in the cock. Better to bo a
little too green than to dry. If, on put
ting into the batH. there is dancer of
"heating in the mow," put on som? salt.'
Cattle will like it none the less.

Heat, light, and dry winds will soon
take the starch and sugar, which consti-
tute the goodness of hay, out of it; and.
with the' addition of a shower render it
almost worthless. Grass cured with the
least exposure to the drying winds and
scorching suushine, is more nutritious
than if longer exposd, however good the'
weather may be. If ever cured, it con-
tains more woody fiber and less nutritiYtf
matter.

The true art of hay-makin- g, then, con
sists in cutting the gras3 when the starcl
and sugar are most fully developed, and
before they are converted into seed and
woody fibre; and curing it up to the point

. . . .1 ii Mi i? t - .1 :
wiieu it win answer io De pui into tne.
barn without heating, and no more. :

Ohio Farmer.

Hiving Bees.
We have lately read a very sensible

plan for hiving a swarm of bees.
Watching for them as they came from
the hive", and seeing wherd they ere
gathering to settle drl a tree, the owner
put a largB woolen yarn stocking on a
pole. and thrust it up through the limbs,
and immediately the bees began toalight
upon it, and were soon all clustered, when
he gently lowered the pole to a table'
which the good wife had prepared while
he held the swarm, and then placing.the
hive over the betes, the. pole was with- -
drawn from the stocking, and in five
minutes they went to frork cleaning out
their n6w house. The next day the'
"women folks" hived a swarm ia the
same way, without a man to assist.

Soap Suds. .

Recollect that soap suds has ingred
ent that make it most capital manure for
currant bushes, gooseberry bushes, grape
vines, pear trees &c. Instead of being
thrown away," as it,most generally is on
washing days, it should be allowed to
cool, and then, in connection with" the
chamber lye of the house, be poured
around the roots of the pie-plant- s, grapa
vines, &c. A trial of it one season will
satisfy any one of the good results to be
gained. '

Turnips to Kill the Onion Vly. ...

A correspondent of the Boston Culti-
vator states that a sponge, dipped in onS
pint of turpentine, and sprinkled over
one eighth of an acre of land, just as th$
onion plants are coming up, will prevent-th-

maggot from doing injury. He says,
also that squash and cucumber vines are"

equally preserved from bugs, by sprink-
ling with turpentine, arid that even if Ihft
liquid touch the plant, it will hot do anj
injury.

Turnips as Manure. ' .1 '

It has been found by experiment that
a crop of turnips plowed under, will prot
duce a better crop of grain, thap wh'oSa

harvested, fed' out to sheep, and th'e land
manured from the excrements. An 'old
friend of burs, for years kept his 'orchard,
in the highest state of cultivation., by
growing crops of turnips and annually
plowing them under.

Charcoal. ; :.'

Charcoal (carbon) possesses nutritive
properties, Pulverized charcoal should
always be kept where fowls that are fati
ting, cad have access to it. On the same
quality and quantity of food, a turkey,
with charcoal, will weigh a pound and k
half, when fully fatted, more than one"
fatted at the same time, without char'--coa- l.

BTwo men have opened a hotel
upon the American plan in Hakodadi,
Japan. It is pleasant to think that the
eccentric heathen that people that sec-

tion of the globe will have an opportu-
nity of regaling themselves ith mutual
"cocktails" and postprandial Vbrandic's
and water," prepared on scientific prin-
ciples.

A Mammoth Turtle.
In a letter of the 17th; .from Beaufort',

South Carolina, we find the following: .

A monster turtle was caught on Broad
iwr. by Mr. S. E., oii the 13th uM.

It weighed three and seventy r
five pounds, and measured six feet eteTeor-inche- s

in length', three feet six inches
across the back, and sported a head as
big as a "bushel basket." -

s ,

82? When Elder Knapp was in Bos'ton
a Baptist clergyman hinted to him Vtii
propriety of a change of manner by say-

ing, "I think you would do more goo-- .

brother, if you would leave out more of
the Jacob Knapp, and put in more

"Why," answered the veteran
evangelist instantly, "if I should IcavS

the Knapp out of my sermonS,jfthe--
WOU1U De as inreau-uar- o a juuisk .

i t f . .
EejsThe Boston papers advertise la

dies' "parlor skates for sare. 1 hey at
made to all appearances, like orfliTiary
skates, but have in the runners .little
brasB wheels neatly covered with leather,,
so that the wearer can fckate over an or
dinary floor with ease and safety. It is
said that ball-roo- m skating is ro.be the
rage at the watering places this summers

Bg,Man is like a snow-bal- l. IAuvc
him lying in idlenesss against 'the Sunny
face of prosperity, and all that's gooiin
him melts like better; but "kick : hiin
around and he gathers . strength ; with
revolution, until he grows into an ava

lanch. To succeed you must keep moy
ing. '

THE PLAYMATE.

BY JOHN O. WHITTIER.

The pines were dark on Ramoth hill,
Their song was soft and low;

The blossoms in the sweet May wind
W ere falling like the snow.

The blossoms drifted at our feet,

t The orchard birds sang clear,
The sweetest and the saddest day

It seemed, of all the year.

For, more to me than birds or flowers,
; My playmate left her home,

'And took with her the laughing spring,
The musio and the bloom.

She kissed the lips of kith and kin,
She laid her hand in mine ;

What more could ask the bashful boy
Who fed her father's kine?

She left us in the bloom of May:

The constant years told o'er
Their seasons with as sweet May morns,

But she came back no more.

I walk with noiseless feet, the round
Of uneventful years;

Still o'er and o'er I sow the spring
And reap the autumn ears.

' She lives where all the golden year
Her summer roses blow;

. The dusky children of the sun
Before her come and go.

There haply with her jeweled hands
- She smooths her silken gown

No more the homespun lap wherein
I shook the walnuts down.

'. The wild grapes wait us by the brook, .

The brown nuts on the hill,
And still the May-da- y flowers make sweet

The woods of Follymill.

The lilies blossom in the pond,
The bird builds in the tree,

The dark pines sing on Ramoth hill
The slow song of the sea.

wonder if she thinks of them,
And 'haw the old time seems:

If ever the pines of Ramoth wood '

Are bounding in her dreams.

I tee hk'r face, I hear her voice:
Does 'She remember mine?

And vthxl io her ft now the boy
Whe fed her father's kine?

What cares sift that the orioles build
For other eyes than Ours,

The other hands With nuts are filled,
And other laps vifch flowers?

O, playmate in the golden time!
Our mossy seat is green,

Its fringing violets blossom yet,
The ertd trees o'er it lean.

The winds so sweet with birch and fern, -
A sweeter memory blow;

And there in spring the veeries sing
The song of long ago.

And still the pines of Ramoth wood

.Are moaning like the sea
The moaning of the sea of change'

Between myself and thee!
Atlantic Monthly.

isccllang.
From tbe New 6rloans Daily Crescent.

Madam Mercer's Hairdresser.
BY MARY ASHLEY.

"I have heard you wonder," said our
guest, Madam Mercer, "at having gray
hair at my time of life. But it was just
as white twenty years ago, and then I
was a young girl." .

We expressed our astonishment, add-

ing that Marie, her twin sister, still re-

tained the jetty locks of early youth.
" True," 6he answered, "yet it was

through sister Marie that I lost minej
hut I will tell you all about it."
. She drew her easy chair closer to the
grate, shook her silver curls and began:

"It was just such a night as this: wild
and stormy, twenty years ago, that sister
Marie and myself sat in our little back
parlor at home alone. We lived in a
long, low stone house, which I believe is
still standing, in the vicinity of Fishkill
village, New York. Mother had already
been dead several years, and father was
a confirmed invalid; so that young as we
were, we had learned to be more self-relia-nt

than many women are at "my
present age. With the assistance of an
old negress named Lois, who in our
palmy days had been mother's body ser-

vant, and who, though manumitted, still
retained her plaae as servant in the fam-

ily, we kept house, receiving our friends,
who were numerous, as is generally the
case where the family shows an inde-

pendent spirit and no desire tOjse their
friends, entertained our suitors,' for
Marie and I each had our admirers, and
attended scrupulously to all of father's
wants. On that ' particular evening,
Marie and I were talking of poor Guy
DeWitt, who had" been madly in love
with my sister, but could inspire no re-

ciprocal passion in her breast. She
tnever encouraged him from the very

rst; and often when we were going from
church or from a party, places where in
country towns young girls are always
sure to find escorts, she used to wink at
me to exenange places wiin ner 11 uuy
were at her side as we were so exactly

'
alike that poor mother herself could not
distinguish us save by lifting Marie's
hair from her forehead, where was an
almost imperceptible freckle which had
not been given me, of course it was very
easy, as we also dressed exactly alik,
to deceive our village beaux, who often-
times poured their confidence, in this
way, into ears they never intended
should hear them.

Wearied, at last, of Guy's persecuting
attentions, Mane forbade him the house;
HellirJg him if he could not be a friend
without being a lover, they must meet
ao more. Twice after this he found op

portunity to urge his suit; and when he
ibund Marie firm in her rejection of him,
and that his suit was hopeless, he went
incurablv crazv. The event had sur
torised aad grieved us both deeply; anct..., . . ...- T. 1 1 1. T l.ljtalking ol it mat mgnt, i 101a ner i neiu
lier guiltless,

D .......and believed
n
the whole

1
community did th'e same, otever"

ae
luding Guy with false hope'

We were interrupted in the conversa

of the Boston Journal, tells the follow- -

ng story of the iinccrtamty of "bettitig on
sure thing: We have a noted gen

tleman in New York whom I shall call
T. He is a member of one of the New
York clubs. Opposite to him was an-

other person, who one evening sported
an elegant diamond ring. It dazzled T.
He wanted it, but the owner seemed to
Care little to paft with it. Yielding at last
to the importunity of T., tbe ring was
sold for the sum of 8600 tt passed off
to T. amid the titterings and suppressed
mirth of the crowd, which eaught the
quick ear of T. He knew that both the
ring and the purchaser had been sold.
T. said nothing. The next day he called
upon a jeweler, where" he learned that
the ring was paste, and worth about 25.
He called for some real diamonds, and
among them found a ring not unlike the
ring of paste. T. made a bargain with
the jeweler for the use of the real dia-
mond. He pledjred 1,200, the price of
the diamond. He gave 100 for its use
for a time. He had the paste removed
from the setting, and the real diamond
put in its stead. Thus armed, he ap-

peared among his associates at night,
flourished his ring, and seemed to be in
very high glee, to the astonishment of
his chums, who believed he had been
sold.

But the advantage was with T. He
talked about "fool and his money," &c.

said if any gentleman present had a
1,200 ring that he wished to sell for
600, he knew where there was a pur-

chaser to be found. Bets were freely
proposed that the diamond was not real.
They were accepted. One man bet

1,000; so did another; and two bet 500
each; and all were taken by T. Umpires
werig chosen; the hiohey and the ring
were put in their hands, the test applied,
and all said the stone was a diamond of
the first water, and was worth 1,200.

quietly put the 3,000 in his pocket,
and went his way. lie carried the dia-
mond back, recalled his 1,200; paid for
the stone, and with the paste ring on his
finger, went back to the club at night.
The man who sold the ring was at the
club waiting, for he wanted to regain the
ring. He had sold it for fun he knew
all the time that it was a real diamond

he never had any false jewels he
could tell a real diamond at any time by
its peculiar light he would not do so
mean a thing as to cheat his old friend
T. and he knew that T. would let him
have the ring back. But T. was stub
born; said that the seller was a cheat: and
now that he saw the value Of the ring.
wouldn't undo what he had done. At
ength T. agreed to restore the ring on

the payment of 800, which was joyfully
paid. But the matter came out, and all
parties came to the coneTusionlha't when
"diamond is to cut diamond, some one
more pliable and less sharp than T. will
be selected for the operation.

A Clileago Bank "Gone ty."
"Have you anything deposited in the

Marine Bank?" asked a grain speculator
of a wholesale merchant, the other day.

"les, some 20,000, replied the mer
chant.

"Weil," replied the grain man, "I sup
pose you have heard that the bank has
gone up.

"Gone up! exclaimed the merchant
thunderstruck, "it can't be."

"Well, you go up and see.
And the merchant, in the most nerv

ous state of mind, rushed up Lake street
to the Marine Bank. , . '

'Is it true," he asked of the cashier,
meeting him on the steps, "that your
bank has gone up?"

"les, said the cashier, smiling, "it s
a good joke, isn't it."

The merchant became perfectly fran
tic, and tore his hair.

"les, a very fine joke, to be diddled
out of nearly all of the money I .am

worth I want and must have money,"
and he rushed up stairs, nearly insane.

"Why, look here; exclaimed the
cashie, calling after him. He stopped.
"I didn t suppose you were in earnest
it's been a joke here among oiir friends
for over a week. Don't you see that we
have gone up? Our building has been
raised eight feet."

The merchant instautly cooled down,
and on looking across the street, saw
the grain man standing on the sidewalk,
almost bursting himself with laughter.
The merchant shook his fist at him, and
made chase after him down street.
When list they were seen they were en-

gaged in very loud conversation in the
Tremont House bar room, shaking
glasses. Chicago leader.

Coolness in the Hour bfDeath.
A singular anecdote is related of

Robert Ferguson, an elderly farnrer
living near Utica, New York, who died
a tew days ago. a. severe mness, in
wKiah his phvsician afforded no." hope.
convinced him that nio near,
and he accordingly directed his failing

to the task of settling his
worldly affairs and preparing for death.
After making his will, ne gave tne most
minute directions in regard to his fune-

ral; where he was to be buried, amount
to be exnended for tombstone, etc. He
wished his body to be interred in the
graveyard at New Hartford, some five
miles distant, and almost witn nis last
breath enioined it upon his wife and
dnnprliter. , who were weeping over him,

0 v
to have the funeral procession leave the
house for the graveyard at an early hour
in the morning, in order that they
might get home in season to milk the
cows before dark! Death stole upon
him as gently as slumber falls upon the
eyelids of a weary child.

Eg.The St. Clairsville Gazette says
that a young man afflicted with an un-

conquerable propensity for climbing
trees, was sent to the Belmont County
Infirmary last week. He had been an
inmate of the Ohio Lunatic Asylum,
and discharged as cured, but his malady
returned, and the poor fellow was de-

termined to "go up." Whenever he had
a chance, he would ascend to the top of
the nearest tree. On Friday last he was
found some sixty feet up a tree, on the
hill above Bcllair, and ii was with the
greatest difficulty he could be induced
to come down to earth again.

against Republicanism, has sought re
pose and freedom from agitation in the
secure embrace of the organization that
now holds the power in the General Gov
ernment. Here these constitutionally
timid men supposed that they had found
an anchorage where they might safely
rest, and rid out the storms of popular
excitement.

But, alas! their sheet anchor has now
failed them. The irrepressible conflict
is ahead of them and around them.
Where shall they now turn? They are
indeed to be pittied. Their very refuge
has become a scene of conflict and peril.
They will have to retire in disgust from
political life. They have made the prime
mistake of believing that perfect tran-
quility of the waters is better than the
heaving of the waves, without inquiring
whether the stillness was a sign of real
peace, or of that stagnation which would
render a storm necessary to purify the
atmosphere around. It is idle to try to
evade the question now thrusting them-
selves upou the nation. It it is vain to
disguise our meaning in ambiguous plat
forms and declare that we are all agreed.
The truth will come out, will break out,
if it can find the light in Jno other way.
We must meet, discuss, act frankly and
freely, and, we trust, kindly. But to
put our hands over our ears and an-

nounce that there is no need of differen-
ces, if we will only receive the Demo-
cratic panacea for all ills, is too absurd.
Our cautious friends must be bold enough
to look at things as they are, and to meet
the quetions before the country fairly
and reasonably. They must not expect
to find in the ranks of"any party immu
nity from excitement and troubles. If
they have learned this one lesson from
their brief membership of the Demo-
cratic peace society, their experience has
not been in vain. We join with the
Philadelphia North, American in saying
that "Democrats of four years of age and
under have our sincerest commiseration."

Providence Journal.

A Free Negro Sold as a Slate.
The following particulars concerning

the selling into Slavery of a free negro
were yesterday related to us by a legal
gentlemen, in whose hand th'e matter had
been placed for the prosecution of the
offending paties." Some time since a
telegraphic dispatch was received by a
detective officer of this city, requesting
him to arrest and detain in custody a
negro acting in the capacity of cook on
board a Steamboat plying between this
eiiy arid Cincinnati. The dispatch set
forth that he, the negro, was a runaway
slave, the property of a gentlemen
named Overton, residing a hundred
miles from this city. A few days after
this Mr. Overton'came here and identi-

fied the negro as a slave of his, and af-

terwards placed hihi in the hands of a
slave trader, who disposed of hiin to a
Southern gentleman named Wiseman, for
a round sum of money. Wiseman took the
darkey to New Orleans, and there sold
him for 3,000. Shortly after this last
transaction it was ascertained that the
negro was in reality a free man. He
was born a slave in North Carolina. He
afterwards moved with his master to
Mobile, where he was emancipated.

After his emancipation he moved to
Ohio, and engaged himself as cook on a

river steamboat. He left his papers in
Ohio, not dreaming, as he says, that any
person would claim him as a slave. By
some means his emancipator heard
of his enslavement, and immediately
interested himself in his behalf. His
free papers were taken to New Or-

leans, and by due form of law he was de-

clared a free man. Prosecution has al- -

readv been commenced against some
parties in New Orleans for being con
cerned in the selling of a tree negro, and
in a short time suit will be instituted

ainst individuals in this State for tha
same offense. St. Louis Democrat.

A Good One.
A correspondent of the N. Y. Post

gives an account or a conversation oe

tween Douglas and a Southern Democrat,
which we commend to the friends of
the Little Giant in these regions. He
says:

The Douglas men now tell Southern
men that Mr. Douglas is the only man
who can by any possibility save Illinois
and Indiana, and are trying very hard
to persuade Southern, politicians that
they must make their choice of Presi
dent between Lincoln and Douglas.

A Douglas man was arguing yester
daV with a Southern Democrat, and the
conversation proceeded after the follow
ing style:

Douglas Man. I tell you there is no
man you can nominate except Douglas
who can beat Lincoln.

Southern Man. I don t know aDout
that. A good National Democrat, like
Lane, or Breckenridge, or Guthrie,
could not fail to beat the Black Repub
licans.

Douglas Man. You're mistaken.
Abe Lincoln is very popular. He will
run like wildfire. He is honest and
rather conservative enough so to get
conservative votes. You must take
your choice, Lincoln or Douglas.

Southern Man. Well, you say Lin
coln is honest, and that he is rather eon
servative. I think I'd rather see him
elected than Douglas, for we should
know what to reckon on: but as for
Douglas, he is tricky and unsafe. Yes;

give us Lincoln rather than Douglas.
Exit Douglas man in a passion.

J6fThe taxes in New York, this year,
will be enormous about 11,000,000, or
nearly two cents on the dollar, at a high
valuation of pioperty in the upper part
of the city. The police cost upward of

1,400,000; the alms house department.
1)50,000; fire department, 100,000

election expenses, 125,000.

all trade is suspended, the cattle are for
bidden under penalties to be sold, and
the herds are ordered by the commis
sioners to be closely kept on their prem-
ises. Some 60 head were ordered de
stroyed on Wednesday, in North Brook --

field and New Baintree, embracing three
entire herds. Of these Charles Hun
tington looses 11, Alanson Needham 28,
and Alden Moody 21. Mr. Moody is a
young man of noble pluck, and his stock
like himself superior. He is said to
have knocked his favorite Durham oxen
on the head with his own hands, rather
than see any one else murder them,
while the tears rolled down his manly
cheeks.

The commissioners and doctors are
almost disheartened, for more than 100
new cases were presented yesterday for
their inspection, with the animals al-

ready killed, and those they find that
must be killed to carry out their policy;
the appropriations of the legislature
(10,000) is more than exhausted.
Those killed on Wednesday were ap-
praised at 4,000, and their owners will
be paid from the appropriation. Mr.
Lathrop went to Boston in the noon
train to advise with the Governor on the
subject, and to induce him to visit the in-

fected regions to-da- y. If the disease
should go no further, the loss to the
farmers of that region would be very
great and if it spreads it may be neces-
sary to call the Legislature together, or
petition the aid of Congress. The dis-
ease is well known in Europe as infec-
tious, from whence we received it.

The Boston Journal says:
Under the existing difficulties it is

thought to be injudicious and unadvi-sabl- e

to hold a State Fair this year,. and
from the sme cause the annual county
cattle shdw will not probably be held.
A member ofthe Commission was heard
to say that S'f'amonnt of money would
tempt him to send his herd to the State
Fair. The assembling of cattle from all
parts of the State would prove very in-

jurious to th'e b'es't interests of not only
agriculturists, but to consumers of beef
and milk, in places remote from the in-

fected localities.

Fight with Snakes.
Mr. James Lankford, of Fearing town-

ship, had a severe fight with three enor-
mous spotted black snakes, on Monday
morning last. He had been repairing a
harrow by the side of a large tree, in one
of his fields, when a strange sensation
passed over him, which paralyzed him to
such an extent as to render him almost
powerless. He felt conscious that dan-
ger was approaching, yet seemed unable
to save himself. He heard a rustling
noise on the tree beside him, and was
partially aroused from this stupor by a
snake six feet and four inches long and
seven inches in circumference, striking
him en the back, passing over his shoul-
der, around his body and under his arms.
A second snake immediately coiled itself
around his body, beeing a third ap-

proaching, and aroused to desperation,
he seized an axe which he fortunately
had with him, and by a lucky blow, sev-
ered it in two, six inches back of its
head. This one was five feet and eight
inches long. Mr. Lankford then turned
his efforts to ridding himself of his other
two foes, then beginning to tighten them-
selves unpleasantly around his breast.
A severe contest ensued, lasting fifteen
or twenty minutes, during which Mr. L.
was thrown down several times. The
reptiles kept up a constant hissing noise,
and emitted a fetid, sickening odor. At
length, the largest snake, in endeavoring
to strike Mr. L. in the mouth, at which
it made repeated efforts, was seized by
the back of the neck, between Mr. Lank-ford- 's

teeth, and literally crushed. The
snake instantly uncoiled, and threw itself
from him to the ground, hors du combat.
The third one did the same, and made
his escape, Mr. L. being too much ex-

hausted to make any attempt to pursue
it. It was a narrow, escape for Mr. L.,
who is a farmer, and whose-veraci- ty is
unquestioned. We had the narration
from his own lips. Marietta Home
News.

Great "Yield of Corn.
We learn that there were several com

petitors for the best ten and five acres of
corn, at the late Indiana otate iair.
The first premium was awarded to a
citizen of Dearborn county, who presen-
ted the necessary affidavits from respon-
sible men, that his field of ten acres pro
duced on an average, one hundred and
seventy-fou- r bushels to the acre. On
the best five acres, the first premium
was awarded on one hundred and eighty --

six bushels to the acre, and the same
nerson had incontestible evidence that
c n one of these acres there grew two
hundred and fourteen bushels. This
exceeds anything ever produced in this
or any other country, and certainly we
should not complain of the products of
the earth the present year. Dayton um
pire.

fi3fCol. Fremont was in town last
week, but it the urgent solicitations of
his best friends the papers kept still
about it. savins him a heavy run of po
litical strikers. The item is going the
rounds .vhinh T believe is true to the
letter, that he will not allow any man
in his mines or mills to carry weapons
and hence the marvelous peace and
quiet that, after such terrible threats of
explosion, has .settled down on xear
Valley. &m Francisco Correspondent
N. Y. Times.

The Pulpit hag Its Powers.
The power of the pulpit can never be

fully estimated, until we enter the scenes
and become acquainted with the results
of eternity. The amount of good ac-

complished and crime prevented by the
preaching of the gospel, are undervalued
in this life. Nor can we always form a
proper conception of that influence
which restrains the vicious and guides
the pious home to glory. Even the
ministry that is apparently, almost fruitl-
ess, leaves its impress upon society, and
will tell upon human destiny.

The seed is sown, and at the appointed
time the ministers will return with their
sheaves amid the shouting of the harvest.
In heaven they will know the pious pur-
poses they have awakened, the tears
they have dried, the sighs they have
cheeked, the broken hearts they have
bound up, and the wounded spirits they
have comforted in this world of sorrow,
toil and care. And they will know,,too,
the evils and the crimes they have pre-
vented, and the influence of that ex-

ample they have left for the imitation of
the world. If they shall have accom-
plished nothing more, they will have
honored God in his institutions, and dis-

charged their duty; and thus they will
bring glory to Him, though their minis-
try may prove the savor of death unto
death to those who attend. Let not
the minister then be over anxious or dis-

turbed about present results. His field
is the world, his work is duty; results
belong to God and Eternity. Life with
him is but an hour-glas- s and every sand
should be a pious deed or virtuous
thought, so that when the last shall
drop he may go home to his reward,
which will be, if he is faithful on earth,
glorious in heaven.

A Paragraph Matrimonial.
Choosing a wife is a perilous piece of

business. Do you suppose there is noth-
ing of it but evening visits, bouquets
and popping the question? My dear,
simple young man, you ought not to be
trusted out alone! Take care that you
don't get the gilt China article, that looks
exceedingly well on the mantle-piec- e

until the gilt and ornamentare all rubbed
off, and then it is fit only for the dust-pil- e!

A wife should be selected on the
same prin ciples as a calico gown. Bright
colors and gay patterns are not always
the best economy. Get something that
will wash and wear. Nothing like the
suns and showers of matrimony to bleach
out these deceptive externals! Don't
choose the treasure by gas-ligh- t, or in a
parlor sitting. Broad day light is the
best time a kitchen the most sensible
place. Bear in mind, sir, that the arti-

cle once bargained for, you can't ex-

change if it don't suit. If you buy a
watch and it don't run as you expected,
you can send it to a jeweler to be re-

paired; in the case of a wife, once paired,
you can't re-pa- ir. She may run in the
wrong direction very well, sir; all that
is left for you is too run after her, and
an interesting chase you will probably
find it! If you get a good wife, you will
be the happiest fellow alive; if you get a
bad one, ycr may as well sell yourself
for two and sixpence, at once! Just as
well to consider all these things before
hand,' young man!

Never do too Much at a Time'.
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, in & lec

ture recently delivered, gave the follow-
ing history of'his literary habits: "Many
persons seeing me so much engaged in
active life, and as much about the world
as if I had never been a student, have
said to me, 'When do you get time to
write all your books? How on earth do
you contrive to do so much .work?' I
shall surprise you by the answer I make.
The answer is this: I contrive to do so
much by never doing too much at a t ime.
A man, to get through work well, must
not overwork himself, or if he do too
much to day the reaction of fatigue will
come, and he will be obliged to do too
little Now, since I began
really and earnestly to study, which was
not till I had left college, and was actu-
ally in the world, I may perhaps say I
have gone through as large a course of
general reading as most men of my time.
I have traveled much, and I have seen
much; I have mixed much in politics and
the various business of life; and, in ad-

dition to this, I have published some-
where about thirty-si- x volumes, some
upon subjects requiring much research.
And what time, do you think, as a gen-
eral rule, I have devoted to study to
reading and writing? Not more than
three hours a day; and, when parliament
is sitting, not always that. But, then,
during those hours, I have given mj
whole attention to what I was about."

said, releasing me. In an instant I had
stilled my fluttering heart, and placed
myself before him. I thought if I could
catch and fix his eye I could avert the
fearful doom hanging over me. He
caught me by the wrist with a grasp of
iron, and flung .me on my knees before
him.

' I am not Marie," I said, imploringly;
"look at me, Guy I swear to you I am
not Marie!"

"I have knelt thus to you many times,"
he said, in that deep, calm-ton- e, more
fearful than frenzy, and without paying
the slightest heed to my words. "I
knelt in vain; but you are mine now,
Marie mine, mine, and we will die to-

gether.. 'Our blood shall flow out in one
stream; our hearts shall grow cold in the
same hour, the same hour, the same
hour!"

His voice rose to a shriek as he ceased
speaking; and bending down, he caught
rneto his bosom and kissed me wildly.

"We are dying, Marie, we are dying!
send out your last sigh on this breast, on
this heart which has worshipped you,
worshipped you!"

He caught the gleaming blade, and
aimed at my breast. At that instant I
caught his eye, and looking steadily into
it, I said:

"Wait, Guy; wait. There Is plenty of
time, if we must die so soon, let us die
like man and woman who dare look
Death in the face. Let us talk awhile
of the happy days of old, Guy, before
you doubted me, before I distrusted you."

His eye softened; and leading me with
him, he began to pace up and down the
room. I had with me a small flask of
wine which father usually carried, and a
powerful anodyne which our physician
had ordered to quiet the invalid in his
most violent paroxysms of paid. My
whole hope of life turned now upon in-

ducing him to drink of the wine, which
Marie had thrust into my satchel at the
last moment. I seized a cup from the
table, and first pouring in a heavy dose
of the sleeping draught, filled it partly
with wine.

"Let me see you drink to those old
times, Guy," 1 said, in my gentlest man-

ner; "you used to like a cup from Marie's
hand; take it from her now for the last
time."

"But you must join me," he answered,
glancing half suspiciously at the cup.

"I will," I replied, trying to conceal
my trembling eagerness; "see, there is
some in the flask drink, that I may
have the cup." He seemed to doubt
me no longer, and tossing off the liquor
at a draught, he held out the cup for
me to fill for myself.

I poured out a small quantity and
drank it. "Now, Guy, let us kneel and
pray to be forgiven, for rushing thus un-
bidden out of life."

"I will sit here," he said, sitting down
on the side of the bed; do you kneel at
my feet, Marie, and pray for both." I
did not dare disobey, and as he bent my
head tfpon his knee, he raised my hair
and laid the sharp edge of the knife
against my neck. "Be ready, Marie, to
go," he said, "at whatever point of your
prayer I think fit to send you hence.

"I will," I answered; and there, at the
madman's knee, with his deadly weapon

lessly deranged; and though placed un
der constant guard, had managed to
elude the vigilance of his keepers and
defy, pursuit.

"I am the only member of the family
that can do anything with him," contin-
ued the old gentleman, "and for a whole
week I have been trying to get on his
track. Yesterday I was told at Bough --

keepsie that a young man, answering his
description, had left there on foot, de-

claring it to be his intention to visit
Lake Mahopac ; but, every one said, 'he
could not have been your grandson, in-

asmuch as he was perfectly sane.' 'I
drank with him,' said one, 'and know it
to be so;' 'I smoked with him an hour or
more, and never talked with a more ra-

tional man,' said a second;' 'I roomed
with him at the hotel, and would as soon
doubt my own sanity as his,' cried a
third; but their very refutations were
proofs conclusive to me, for I knew
Guy's ways too well."

I started at the name of Guv: still I
thought it a mere coincidence that this
old gentleman should have a crazed
grandson Guy, and Marie should have
a crazed lover of the same name.

While we talked, night had been
swiftly coming on, and the driver
stopped , his horses to tell us that it
would be tempting fate to proceed any
further on our journey to-da- y; that the
mountain roads were infested by bands
of desperate men; that he would not be
able to see his way: that his horses were
tired out, and our only alternative was
to put up for the night at the Pine Tav
ern, about two miles further on. Ihere
was no alternative, and the old gentle-
men and myself said, what the driver
knew we would have to say, "Very well,
let it be so."

Just as our Jehu cracked his whip as
a signal to the jaded beasts to go ahead
there burst such a frightful yell from the
lips of our outside passenger, that the
blood chilled i our veins The next
instant he had leaped from the box, and
thrustiug his head through the carriage
window, gave us a look of cuuuing wick-
edness I never shall forget, then darted
like a squirrel down the mountain side
and disappeared. The old gentleman
leaned wildly out in the vain hope of
giving chase; I leaned back in the car-
riage and shivered from head to foot.
The old gentleman recognized his crazy
grandson I had seen Marie's demented
lover! It would have been absurd and
useless for my fellow passenger to have
stopped in that wiid mountain pass, to
pursue a cunning lunatic, that dark
and stormy night. He felt it to be so,
covered his 'ace with his hands, and
groaned aloud.

It was candlelight when we reached
the Pine Tavern, and the gloomy trees
from which it derived its name, nodded
like hearse plumes at us as we walked
up the wet path leading from the fence
to the door. I never felt so lonely;
never had such a dread of being alone
in all my life. This lonely,

house! Tbe absence of all women
from the place! the landlord-'- s wifetion by the postman's horn; for the mail


